REMINISCENCES

blance of natural growth.    I remember that my wife
and I once happened to be travelling companions with
this lady in the railway from New York to Chicago.
This was in the old days before the sleeping-cars had
yet their separate assigned compartments for the ladies
and the gentlemen.    The fair creature of whom I am
speaking was preparing to get into her berth, and while
doing so was discoursing to us on the social position of
woman*    'I am not one of those,' she said,  in her
kindly didactic manner, 'who would deny to woman tie
right to make herself pleasing to man; I am not one of
those who would forbid to woman the indulgence in
any of the pretty harmless affectations which are com-
mon to her sex, * and here with the most utter absence
of any pretty affectation she removed the greater por-
tion of her hair and hung it on a hook above her head,
and then proceeded to draw on a heavily frilled night-
cap.    I could not help thinking at the time that one of
our satirists at home, if he could only have witnessed
this little incident, might have found a theme for un-
ending humour in the advocate of woman's rights thus
placidly and without concealment hanging her hair upon
a hook: it would have served for argument just as well
as numbers of other arguments directed against that
particular cause, or indeed, against any other cause of
social  or political reform that   has  come up in the
struggle for civilisation.    Let us give the argument its
full weight and importance by all means.    But let us
take a look at another argument which the satirists of
the surface ought to feel bound in fairness to acknowl-
edge.    Several years ago there came over to London a
lady who was and is  one of the most distinguished
among the leaders of the Woman's Rights movement in
America.    The lady still was comparatively young and
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